PORTRAIT   OF   A   GENTLEMAN
Of all sad things of tongue or pen, the saddest is this: I told you
so. It is as comfortless as a bad cheque, as cheerless as an empty
grate in winter. But as a last word on behalf of a hard-working
class of men, the British newspaper correspondents who told you
for years what was coming, I want to say it.
We shall probably not be allowed to tell you much longer. It
was our job to study foreign countries, to inform you about them,
to tell you what they meant to you, what their future actions
would be. Doing our job, we have come to be people 'who foul
their own nests', doubting Thomases, irritating scribblers who
make relationships with the dictatorships difficult, and soon we
may be suppressed.
The people who know better, not from knowledge but from
intuition or divine revelation, will be freed from this encumbrance.
Lord Halifax has spoken of the British distrust of people who claim
to know too clearly what is going to happen.
Why have specialists? Why have experts? There is a post vacant
in the cabinet, the Ministry of Antarctic Exploration. Give it to
old Sebastian Broadacres, who has spent ea lifetime in the service
of his country5; he was at Eton and Balliol, he served a term as
ensign in the guards and was honorary attach^ for three years
in the Legation at Sofia, he was a member of the Governor-
GeneraPs staff in New Zealand and has sat for two decades as
member for Oblivion-in-the-fields, he did awfully well as British
Commissioner during that plebiscite in Bechuanaland and is now
Chairman of the Artificial Ice Trust, the very man. And that
reminds me, I must say a sharp word to the Editor of the Antarctic
Gazette about that carping fellow who claims to have spent years
in Antarctica and keeps on writing those annoyingly critical
articles.
These were the kind of thoughts that kept fluttering round,
bats-in-the-belfry-like, as I sat and listened to Benesh. Two un-
important little men, of rather similar origins, for we had both
acquired our positions, in their vastly different spheres, by hard
work and the laborious acquirement of knowledge, not by inheri-
tance. This was especially bad for Benesh. He would have done
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